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Nor do they always best of the heav'ns deserve           25

Who gaze on 't most, but they who do reserve

Themselves to know it, since not all that will

Climb up into a steeple or a hill
So well its pow'r and influence observe,

As they who study and remark it still.                     30

Would she then in full glory on me shine,

An image of that light which is divine,   ,

I then should see more clear, while she did draw
Me upwards, and the vapours 'twixt us awe:

To open her eyes were to open mine,                           35

And teach me wonders which I never saw.

Nor would there thus be any cause to fear
That while her pow'r attractive drew me near,
The odds betwixt us would the lesser show,
Since the most common understandings know          40

That inequalities still most appear

When brought together and composed so.

As there is nothing yet doth so excel
But there is found, if not its parallel,

Yet something so conform, as though far least          45

May yet obtain therein an interest,
Why may not faith and truth then join so well,

As they may suit her rare perfections best?

Then hope, sustain thyself, though thou art hid
Thou livest still, and must till she forbid;                    50

For when she would my vows and love reject,
They would a being in themselves project,
Since infinites as they yet never did
Nor could conclude without some good effect.

V MEDITATION UPON HIS WAX CANDLE BURNING OUT

WHILE thy ambitious flame doth strive for height,
Yet burneth down, as clogged with the weight

Of earthly parts to which thou art combin'd,
Thou still dost grow more short of thy desire,
Aud dost in vain unto that place aspire                         5

To which thy native powers seem inclined.